But the house Itself was still and serenely benignant
and he mounted to the empty colonnaded veranda and
crossed It and entered the hall. The house was silent,
richly desolate of motion or any sound* He stopped in
the middle of the hall.

"Bayard."

The-stairway with its white spindles and red carpet
mounted In a tall slender curve Into upper gloom. From
the center of the celling hung a chandelier of crystal
prisms and shades, fitted originally for candles but
since wired for electricity. To the right of the entrance^
beside folding doors rolled back upon a dim room
emanating an atmosphere of solemn and seldom violated
stateliness and known as the parlors stood a tall mirror
filled with grave obscurity like a still pool of evening
water. At the opposite end of the hall checkered sun-
light fell In a long slant across the door9 and from
somewhere beyond the bar of sunlight a voice rose and
fell In a steady preoccupied minor? like a chant. The
words were not distinguishable, but Bayard could not
hear them at all. He raised his voice again.

"Jenny."

The chanting ceased^ and as he turned toward the
stairs a tall mulatto woman appeared In the slanting
sunlight at the back door and came sibilantly Into the
house. Her faded blue garment was pinned up about
her knees and It was darkly and irregularly blotched
with moisture. Beneath it her shanks were straight and
lean as the legs of a tall birds and her bare feet were
pale coffee-splashes on the dark polished floor.

"Wuz you callln? somebody 9 Gunnel ?" she said5 rais-
ing Hjer voice to penetrate his deafness. Bayard paused
with his hand on the walnut newel post and looked down
at the woman^s pleasant yellow face,
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